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4N came about inhabiting this PARTICULAR planet, raggec 


KNOW HOW ....... . .... 

READER-* OP ARE YOU CONTENT WITH BELIEVING THE DARWIN THEORY OP MAN'S 
£VOLUTION?! IT WASN'T TOO MANY YEARS AGO THAT SCIENCE WAS IN AN UPROAR 
OVER. THE QUESTION OF ‘HOW MAN CAME TO BE!' THERE WAS CONFUSION WORLD 
WIDE RIGHT AFTER THE DISCOVERY OF THE-., 


MONSTOROUS LIGHT FALLING 
NEARER ANO NEARER MUST 
HAVE LOOKED LIKE THE SAY 
ITSELF FALLING FROM THE 
H£ WENS' WITHIN THE 
'LIGHT' WERE CREATURES 
FROM A FAR OFF WORLD.' 
CREATURES THAT ROAMED 
THE HE. WENS IN SEARCH OF 
KNOWLEDGE/ FEARLE5S 
CREATURES THAT NOW < 
DISCOVERED BEAR >S 
THEY HELPLESSLY PLUNGED 
TOWARD THE NEW WORLD'" 


FROM -,«t MGhTT 'N-LRnO SUGGLWED 
TWO INJURED CREATURES WK> NURSED 
THEIR WOJNDS AND LEARNED TC SUR¬ 
VIVE ON AN Al_tN uAND! THIS WAS T*tfc 
MOTHER OF A-l MOTHERS, AND THE . 
RATHER OF ALL FATHERS" ^ M 


THE CHIKLU TABLETS- 


. . -A HISTORY 1 

OF MAN'S BEGINNING ON TH15 PLANET* ) 
' OR THE PRODUCT OF A STONE-AGE I 
1 SCIENCE FICTION WRITER'S IMAGINATION* ] 
SCIENCE CAN'T 5AYL YOU'LL HAVE To 1 
BE YOUR OWN JUDGE 1 '/ . j 


' DR. CHARLES CH/KHL, EMINENT 
ARCHIOLOGIST DURING AMERICA'S 
PROHIBITION PERIOD IS CREDITED WITH 
ONE OF THE GREATEST HISTORICAL 
FINOS TO STIMULATE THE MIND OF ,aNY 
SCIENCE-FICTION BUFF' 014 HlS 
FAMED EXPEDITION TO THE HOLY LAND 
IN 1323, DR.CHIKUL UNEARTHED ASET 
OF tablets near the DEAD SEA." 
THOUGH BADLY WORN, AND WRITTEN 
IN A LANGUAGE ,%i. BUT FORGOTTEN, 
WHEN DECIPHERED THEY TOLD A 
TRANGE STORY OF M aN‘3 BEGINN¬ 
INGS ON EARTH ... ! 


•WHEN THE SO \> 
WAS DARK AND 
THE EARTH 
STILL WARN 
FROM OS 
BEGINNING, 

A GIGANTIC 
LIGHT IN THE 
SKY PLUNGED 
TOWARD A 
LAND THAT 
HAD NEVER 
<6EN TROD . 
by life!!" 
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Op until CREEPY #43, I was 
an Irregular foilowar. I bought 
copies only eveiy once in a 
while However, with CREEPY 
#43, you've hooked me for 
good. The most obvious Im¬ 
provement over past issues Is 
the artwork It’s improved ten 
fold since I lest read CREEPY 
The stories are a different mat 
ter. As far as I can tell, the 
plotting has not improved and, 
in some cases, it has depre 
cieted significantly A good 
C3se in point is "The Men Who 
Called Him Monster.” Luis 
Garcia’s artwork on this is per 
haps the best I have ever seen 
In any comic magazine The 
storyline though was as bad 
as Garcia’s artwork was good 
I reelife you have to keep up 
with the times by modernizing 
your stones with black pro 
tagonlsts, but there Is such a 
thing as carrying things too 
far The philosophizing 
throughout the story was abso¬ 
lutely repulsive It consider¬ 
ably dampened the horror of 
the story and added nothing 
in return Leeve that sort of 
thing to mainstream novelists 
end university professors 
Good old fashionad horror 
stories were meant ns escapist 
literature and nothing more 
Enjoyed Grandenetti's job on 
’•Quest of the Bigfoot ” His 
style is unique ’’Mirage” was 
also worthy of note as artist 
Felix Mas created a real mood 
of mysteiy Let’s see more of 
Mas in the future 

BRIAN SCHUCK 
Bowling Green, Ohio 


CREEPY #43 was greet' 
Best stoiy has to be 'The Mark 
of Satan’s Clew " More of ar¬ 
tist Luis Garcia as his work is 
beautiful. 

TERRY HERNANDEZ 
Houston, Texas 


Just wanted you to know 
that Cousin Eene's smile nau 
seates me 


MARK MILLER 
Seeaucus, N J. 


'Hie It nauseates me too, 
Mark. I think Eene’s whole 
face should be declared e dls 
ester ereal 


In glancing through my old 
copies of CREEPY and Eerie, 
I came to a realization When 
I subscribed, I did so mostly 
for the stones, but now a few 
years have passed and the 
stories hold less for me How¬ 
ever, I enjoy my Warren coltec 
tion even more the second 
time around bcause of the su 
penor ertwork. No other pub 
lishing firm hes contributed as 
much to comic art as Warren 
A word of thanks then for ere 
ating a new phase in an other 
wise monotonous medium 


I've been faithfully reading 
CREEPY and Eerie for two 
years now Your covers are in¬ 
credible Hope you never run 
out of stories as you're tops. 

TIM WASSlNK 
Attica, N Y, 


CREEPY #40 deserves some 
congratulations The cover 
was beautiful Really loved 
"The Fade Away Walk" I’m a 
real Science Fiction nut and I 
think you should feature more 
Science Fiction Please don’t 
ever publish CREEPY In color. 
If you do, I'll sick Godzilla on 
you. Only do the front and 
beck covers In color. 

GEORGE R, SOREL 
Woonsocket, R.l. 


CfteEpy 

COMMENTS 

Welcome, CREEPY readerl Inside dope time 
once again! This Is the place where we fill 
you In on CREEPY news of note and background mforma 
tion about our artists and writers. 

Read "Little Orphan Annie” during the month of Dt 
cember? If not, you missed a conspicuous character by 
the name of Professor Creepy. Sec our re cap below 
The CREEPY cover puzzles mentioned in this column 
last issue made the December "House & Gardens,” to wit: 
"Monster revival by which we mean frightening charae 
ters taken from CREEPY, the hair raising comic book, this 
time in jigsaw puzzles by International Polygonics, $3 a 
scare" Want them? Watch for our ad, coming soon 
As you read our many and 
sundry letters on these pages, 
you’ll notice more than a few 
comments about Luis Garcia s 
brilliant artwork on "The Men 
Who Called Him Monster” In 
CREEPY #43 More of Garcia's 
work next Issue, in a story 
titled 'Spellbound” by writer 
Lynn Marron. 

Veteran CREEPY artist Tom 
Sutton vents his wares this is 
sue with "And Horror Crawls 
From Out of The Sea " 




CREEPY #43 was greatl Es 
peclally liked the story 'The 
Men Who Called Him Monster." 
I haven’t read the latest Eerie 
so I don’t know how good It Is 
JOHN GRAY 
__ Monticello, N.Y. 

You're not missing much 


CREEPY #43 was an ever 
age issue Ken Kelly’s cover 
was quite good Best overall 
stoiy was "The Men Who 
Called Him Monster” Glad to 
see the work of Grandenetti 
and Corben Enjoyed the piece 
on the Second Annual Awards 
and the Corben biography on 
the Fen pages 

CRAIG LEDBETTER 
Houston, Texes 


My first CREEPY experience 
was #43 I discovered it 
among hundreds of other mag 
ezines but it stood out clearly 
The ertwork was fantastic I 
bought CREEPY, took it home 
and devoured it If every issue 
Of CREEPY is as great as #43, 
you have another lifelong fan 
Every story was excellent I've 
got the CREEPY bite Now I’m 
destined to become another 
helpless CREEP ire In order to 
survive, I'll need a bi-monthly 
dose of CREEPY 

HENRY BDRKOWSKI 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


Whan are you going to start 
using some good writers? 

RDNALD HASH 
Marion, Ve. 


A BOGUS CREEPY APPEARS IN "LITTLE ORPHAN ANNIE!” 



This past December, readers of the syndi- one speaking all the dialogue above. Any- 
cated newspaper strip "Little Orphan one out there see a resemblance to our 
Annie" ware introduced to e Chnstmes- own Unde In the Dickens-type character? 
time villain known es Professor Creepy, the If so, let us know. Artist is Tex Blaisdell. 
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661 haven’t se 

en artwork this good since the early days of CREEPY! ^9 


■ 



■ 


Just started collecting 
CREEPY, It’s such a fantastic 
magazine I couldn't believe my 
eyes Really dug "The Mark 
of Satan's Claw ” 

GLENN WEISS 
Van Nuys, Calif. 


A word of warning Please 
don't publish any more stories 
like "Where Satan Dwells ’ in 
CREEPY #39 


I've been reading CREEPY 
for about five years now. and 
I have yet to encounter a 
CREEPY I haven’t liked Don’t 
think l ever will CREEPY #43 
was outstanding. I loved the 
cover almost as much as the 
one on CREEPY #38 Page 34 
of "The Men Who Called Him 
Monster" was spooktaculari 


pointed but when I read that 
little thing about CREEPY re¬ 
ceiving about a thousand let 
tets a day, I felt better {See 
CREEPY #43. p. 5—ed.) I 
know now that you can’t pos 
sibly publish every letter you 
get but at least I know some 
one is reading the letters and 
that’s good to know Please try 
and ret Ken Kelly to do more 
of your covers as he does fan 
tastic work. 

RAY URNESS 
f .4 Coon Rapid*. Minn. 

4# Thanks for the kind 
words, Ray, and your patience. 

I gat mountains of mail evety 
day. Sometimes I let little Eerie 
carry the bundles because 
that’s about as close as ha 
gets to that much mall. 


Whewl What an Issue! 
CREEPY #43 has to go down 
as one of the greatest Issues 
in quite some time. The art 
was great in every story and 
this used to be a rarity "The 
Mark of Satan's Claw” was my 
favorite story while "The Men 
Who Called Him Monster" 
came in second Garcia's art 
work was Incredible I haven't 
seen artwork this good since 
the early days of CREEPY One 
thing I didn't expect to see and 
was very pleased by was the 
summaton of Mr. Warren’s 
speech at the 1971 Comicon 
BOB PINAHA 
Say re vi lie, N.J. 


Was detective Alex Richards 
in "The Men Who Called Him 
Monster" in CREEPY #43 sup 
posed to resemble actor Sid¬ 
ney Poitier? 

RENE FLORES 
/■v Corpus Christ, Texas 


<iprNot really, Rene. Accord¬ 
ing to writer Don McGregor's 
script, Richards was described 
to the artist as "black, In his 
late twenties and . . . like one 
of those classic Oashiel Ham- 
mctt-school types, although he 
has a bit more humanity than 
most of his Ik,” 




ili 




On„ of the many classic shots from Tht Men Who Called 
Him Monster," superbly Illustrated by Luis Garcia and 
written by Donald McGrejor. As most of the letters on 
these two pa^es refer to the piece, we asked author 
McGrefor to do some summir up for us on the story. 

THE STORY BEHIND "THE MEN 
WHO CALLED HIM MONSTER!” 


Ttu j uthor of ‘Tft* Man 
Who Called Him Monster" 
comm mfs on th* story be¬ 
hind the story. 

As I was 
writing The Men Who 
Called Him Monster,” I 
Imagined voices raised In 
denunciation. Hopefully, this 
will be a minority reaction. 

I Imagined readers asking, 
"Ooes McGregor really think 
discrimination is all that 
simple’” In answer to that, 
let me make my reply per¬ 
fectly clear. Of course not! 

The observations made 
by Alex Richards were not. 
intended to represent a" 
complete perspective. His 
comments are only one fa¬ 
cet of the story. They were 
not meant as absolutes. 

Hippie communes have 


had thair plus traits waved 
all over tha cinema so 
what’s * little dissension in 
tfie tanks? Actually, the pur¬ 
pose of the stoiy was to re¬ 
veal the different aspects 
passing relationships have 
on people. 

Those of you who wished 
Richards had been more of 
a solid stone cut, ell I car 
tell you, Dude, is that there 
are only so many things you 
can do in e 14-page stoty 
Besides, compassion has 
always been a better pass¬ 
word for me than smug hip- 
ness. At any rate, the story 
sought for an emotional re¬ 
sponse. If it made you re¬ 
evaluate your position on 
any of the topics it touched, 
then it succeeded.” 

—oon mcgregor 


I’m thinking of swearing off 
CREEPY for good Want to 
know why’ CREEPY Is getting 
worse 1 What ever happened to 
stories about witches? I have 
not read a good one in years 
And whet about vampires’ 
There hasn’t been a decent 


vampire story out of CREEPY 
in some time And another 
thing, cut out the Science Fic 
tlon What ever happened to 
the good old days when you 
featured stories about voodoo 
and vampires? Your covers are 
lousy Get back to doing covers 
like the one on Eerie #19 
Wise up, Uncle CREEPYI 

RONNIE B. 

Bayonne, N.J, 

Pd like to make some ob 
servations In general, CREEPY 
is much better than Cousin 
what’s his name’s ‘ magazine 
Vampirella has a lot going for 
her however Had to write 
about CREEPY #43 as "The 
Mark of Satan’s Claw” was 
beautifull "The Men Who 
Called Him Monster ’ had good 
art and a message but I’ll be 
darned If I know what that 
message is. 

PAUL KOCOUREK 

f Chicago, HI. 

Whet's Vampirelle got go¬ 
ing for her? Besides e face 
that would stop a truck? 

I couldn’t believe my eyes 
when 1 saw CREEPY #43. It 
wos fantastic. Eerie a nd Va mpl- 
rella don’t even come close. 

LEONAROO PRETTI 
Hollywood, Calif. 


tVRITETHECREEP! 
1E.1J UNCLE CEEEP? 

e/n Warren Publishing Co. 
145 East 32nd Street 
New York RY. 10016 






























THE BEAST, lAST SEEM ON LEVEL 3, IS RELIEVE# TO BE 
SOMEWHERE OH level 4 ORE, SLOW,lY WORKING ITS 
WAY VETO A PESTJNAVON UNKNOWN TO ANY OR OUR 
SOURCES AT TH/S T/ME. 


ME WARN All RESIDENTS OR ALL QUADRANTS ONLEVE/SZ 
Vi. LOU&H 12. TO REMAIN /NPOoRS UNTU THE CREATURE (S 
LOC \TED ANP EITHER CAPTURED OR DESTROYER/ RESEATING' 
AU -iES/pENTS, LEVELS Z THROUGH 12, REMAIN INDOORS/ 


ART BY FRANK BRUNNER / STORY BY JAN S STf 



















A YOUNG WOMAN SITS QUIETLY REAPING POETRY 
ALOUD TO HERSELF TO BREAK THE MOOP... 


















And gmnys voice, 

SL, HUFFl£0 SY THEPARK- 
NESSfitJvOEP MICHAEL 
A TO A PLACE HE HAP NEVER 

k' seen, a place sachem 

OF ONLY IN WHISPERS. 
ME SAW THE 
S70«y //V H/SMINi* 
WW AS GIMIY SPOKE... 


T WANPERED THROUGH THE 
STREETS NAP HOW AMO 
WINPIN6, BUT X NEVER LOST 
MY DIRECTION THE PLACE 
WAS OMINOUS, AS THE 
STORIES SAY BUT ALSO 
SOMEHOW SAP LONELY 


Tt mas dark a few a sets 
WERE BURNING BUT MOST WERE' 
OUT THE BUILDINGS WERE IN I 
RUIN, THOUGH THEY MIGHT HAVE 
ONCE BEEN BEAUTIFUL AND , 
THEY WERE MUCH TALLER THAN 
ANYTHING WE NAVE HERE 








































2 SAW WHATHAPBEENFOLLOW 
MS MB /T WAS A HUGENONL/KE 
BEAST, BUT W/7H FEATURES LIKE 
THOSE OF A MAN AHP YET NOT A 
HUMAN FACEAT Ail. IT WAS MORE 
LIKE A PEY/L OR A PEMON 
THAN AN ANIMAL 


















WHEN I AWOKE IT 
WAS GOME. 


WHEU X FOlNO X 
WAS PRE6NANT t X 
you? YOU.YOU 601 

fAAD.ANPX COULPNT 
TELL YOU THE REST. 
YOU'P THINKX WAS \ 
LYING! RUNNING 
AWAY WAS WE 
EASIEST SOLUTION. 












































7hE BEAST WAS IN NO HURRY AS IT RETURNED TO THE DEPTHS, IT 
WOULD BE BACK SOON WITH /7SSON TO WALK AMONG THE RACE OF MEN, 
ANP THINGS WOULP BEGIN 7 D CHANGE. THE DEMOGORGAN WAS 
CONFIDENT, SAT/SF/ED. ■ FOR NS HOUR HAP COME ROUND AT LAST. 














Ancient beyond year? ,she took many 
LOVERS WHO REMAINED TO SERVE HER IN 
OTHER FORMS.XT WAS THEY WHO FOUND 
TASSOS,STORM CAST UPON THE BEACH. 


PENCILED ART AND STORY BY JACK KATZ/INKING BY NEBOT 















SSKSSESH 




ESCAPED ’ 
TO THE 5EA, 
HOPING TO 
RAISE AN 
army but 


could nch 
FIGHT HIS 
DEMON 
POWER... 
SPARE 


















































































But even sops are 
NOT OMNIPOTENT. A 
FLIGHT OF DEADLY 
ARROWS... 


...THAT TARSCS 
WILL DESTROY 
THE BEAST, 
EVIL SATHANA 
INTERVENES. 


TAR&OS' SWORD IS LIKE A THINS 
alive ! the ganoid bleeds crimson 

GORE ON THE ROCKS AND JUST AS 
IT SEEMS... _ 


r GOODBYE,TARSOS . \ 
NO ONE WILL HAVE 
KIRKE IF I CANNOT.YOU 
SHALL 6E FOOD FOR 
. THE GANOID. / 

V HA,HA,HA* y 


















































































































2 WINKS FEEL SENSE 
A STRANGE NEW ELEMENT ^ 
WHICH IS WARM, ALL-EMBRACING 
LIGHT-HEAT FROM A SLOWING 
orb IN WATERLESS SKIES SUCH 
IS ALIEN IN MV HOMELAND,THE 
DEPTHS OF THE OCEAN 


MV CARRIER IS READV'I 
FLOW SMOOTHLY INTO THE i 
CORPSE ,THROUGH A MILLION . 
TINY PORES MY OOZING FORM 
INVADES EVERY LIMB, EVER/ 
ORGAN, EVERY CELL. 


SUTTON/STORY BY KEVIN PAGAN 





















































































































I AM REPULS ED BY THE DISGUSTING STICKLIKE 
FORM OF THIS CARRIER BUT X HUNGER/ 
HUNGER / AND SUCH MUST BE STILLED, APPEASED 
X PREPARE TO STRIKE. 



















































FORGET THEM, 
PARLlNG VOU 
STILL HAVE 
ME LET'S 
ENJOY THIS 
LONELY 
BEACH. 


AV CARRIER 
SHELL IS BURNED 
AWAY. LIGHT-HEAT 
TOUCHES My 
NAKED MASS 
AND I FEEL 
PAIKl. more 
PAIN THAW EVER 
MY GELATINOUS 
BODY SCRE-.MS 
SILENTLY AS IT 
EVAPORATES, 

I KNOW X 
AM DYING... 
























NOT EXACTLY AN IDEAL SPOT FOR A BEACH PARTy, 
HUH, LANDLUBBERS ? WHAT A ROTTEN WAV TO ROT. 
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' POUL, CORRUPTEP 
FIENP. ..YOU HAVE SIGNEP Yd 
PEATH WARRANT WITH THE 
BLOOP OF THIS INNOCEMTCHILP.. 
V_MY PAUSHTCRJH 
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MO I l WILL NOT HEEP HER' I HAVE 
LONG SINCE BEEN SET FREE FROM 
THE ASONIE6 THAT SENSITIVITY ANP 
GENTLENESS BRING.' SHOULP I WEAR 
MY HEART ON MY SLEEVE, AS A 
TARGET ? SHOULP I OFFER MY 50UL 
IN A PRINKING CUP TO ALL THOSE WHO 
WOULP HAVE IT? THOSE PAYS ANP 
TIMES ARE FAR BEHINP ME, ANP CAN 
NEVER BE RECLAIMER/ HOW VULNER¬ 
ABLE WE ARE IN OUR PAYS OF 
HONEST/, WHEN WE SEEK TO SHOvY 
THE LOVE IN OUR UNSTAINEP SOU AS 
TO A WORLP THAT WANTS NO 
-> PART OF SUCH THINGS/ ANP HOW 
SECURE WE ARE WHEN WE AT 
1 FAST SURRENDER, TO CONCEAL 

\ fitIPCPIl/BC i.nruiL AIIO uurtlic: 


X WILL 60, \ 

MOPRIUS' X HAVE' 
NO DESIRE TO < 

S \K WITH ' 
K X WOULP 
LY LIKE TO 
:AK AGAIN < 
1TH THE ' 
AOPRIUS 1 
ONCE. 

„ ;<Nt W‘ 


OURSELVES WITHl/i OUR WALLS 
. OF BONE ANP FLESH < 


' TENP TO THE 
PRISONER, LUPU3I 
TAKE- TO HIM 
POOP ANP WATER' 


BUT ENOUGH _ 
OF SUCH 
THINGS' LUPUS] 
S. LUPUS' _ 


YES, 

’LADY' 


''SO A PRISONER IN 
THE CASTLE OF KING MOPRWS' 
IN PAYS OF OLPi IT WOULP 
, NOT HAVE BEEN 30l 


f BRING THE ' 
TRAY AND THE 
KEYS TO THE 
\ PUNGEON TO , 
ME, LUPUS' / 
X SHALL J 
FEEP THE V7 

PRISONER / \ 
TONIGHT'/ \ 










HOW INHUMAN TO KEEP A LIVING 
MAN ENTOMBED IN SUCH A Pi. ACE ' 
SOON X SHALL SEE WHAT MANNER 
OF PRISONER MOPRIUS DEEMS 
DESERVING OF SUCH TREATMENT' 


| While /n 

ANOTHER 
PART OF 
I THE 
CASTLE 











| oh 



! #M 



































FORGIVE MB, 

\ MOPRIUS' I PIP 
I NpT MEAN TO / 
PO IT/ 





















J/\£Ati-WH/l£, MOPMSmS MAPS A ST/im/rtSP/SCOVeRY . 


THE THRONE ROOM' 
CRASS I US, you FOOL/ 
APR/ANNE IS IN THERE; 


CRASSIUS > THE CAPTAIN 

















NO, MOPRIUS' you HAVE BETRAYED YOURSELF ' 
AS POES EVERY MAN/ YOU CALL M£ A PFMoN, 
BUT PO YOU NOT KNOW-- IT IS THE SOOPNESS 

IN OUR H FARTS THAT WE LOOK AWAY ,__ 

--, FROM VIEW' L -X 


' HOW MANY TIMES MUST OUR TRUST BE 
SET RAY ED, BEFORE WE LEARN NOT TO TRUST 7 
HOW MANY TIMES MUST OUR LOVE BE REJECTED 
BEFORE WE LEARN NOT TO LOVE ? HOW MANY 
TIMES MUST OUR SENSITIVITY AND OUR X 
GENTLENESS BE RIDICULED AND SPURNED, \ 


IT IS EASIER THAT WAY, 

IS IT NOT, MOPRIUS? JT 
ALLOWS US TO UV£ 
WITHOUT SUFFERING, EH i 


BEFORE WE LEARN TO LOCK THESE THINGS 
INSIDE OURSELVES? SO WHEN THE PAYS OF 
OUR YOUTH ARE PAST, OUR IDEALISM 
PASSES ALSO, AND WE BECOME HOLLOW 
K. SHELLS OF WHAT WE WERE / ^x 


K/V| * 

I t Jk 



I 

I ’{■ 

1 

um :i 

Ban-: 






























PIN-UPS FOR SALE! 























THE IMTIOn'5 
numBER ORE 
BEDST SELLinC 



USE COUPON AT BOTTOM 
TO ORDER THESE NEW 
AURORA MONSTER 
SCENES SHOWN ON 
BACK COVER. 


MONSTER SCENES . . . Creepy Castle 
Dungeons, Late-Show Movie sets, Mad 
Laboratories & new figure kits including 
the sensational VAMPIRELLA with extra 
sets of movable arms & legs for monster 
customizers’ 



J Vampirello<$1 30) □ The Pendulum ($2 00) 

Dr Deadly ($1 30) 1 Pain Parlor ($2.00) 

The Victim ($13D) L Gruesome Goodies ($200)1 
l_i Frankenstein ($130) □ Hanging Cage ($2 00) 1 

ADD S0< POSTAGE & HANDLING FDR EACH ITEM 
CHECKED 

I enclose a total of $ tor the above I 

order (Don’t forget 50< postage S handling 
charge tor each kit) 





























JUST WHAT ALL YOU L'lL DEMONS 
HAYS SEEN WA1TIHS FOR// 

Ooim your orbs around Hi* page ... It cae all be yeurs! An 8x10 PULL 
COLOR pertroit ef your favorite fieed, UNCLE CREEPY by that matter of 
the meestrous, PRANK FRAZETTA, suitable for fronting . . . The OFFICIAL 
CLUB PIN (Shewe half size below), full color aed sturdily com true tod ... 
Aed the pachet-size MEMBERSHIP CARD printed on strong high quaiity 
poper stoch, also shown holf size! Oece you get this fearfully fue hit, you're 
eligible to submit drawings aed stories for priet le the FAN CLU8 PAGE 
appnarieg in every Issue of CREEPY! Just seed the coupoe below . . . NOW! 














































































WILD, NEW ADVENTURE LP RECORDS-ONLY $1.98 
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NOW! A 400-PAGE 11"x 14" HARD¬ 
COVER COLLECTION OF THE FIRST 
COMIC STRIP SPACEMAN! 

BUCK ROGERS 

Now, Tha Colluded Works ol Buck Rogers In tha 25th 
I Century! 

Com<c-strlp tens and space buffs will revel In this fantastic 
I selection from 40 years ot Buck Rogers comic strips, starting 
I in 1929 in this massive 400-page volume, over 1,000 of them 
l have been reproduced In color and monochrome 
l If you re a comic-strip fen this collector s delight may hurl 
l you Into the past rather than the tuture The past ot childhood 
I fantasies, of atomic disintegrator guns and Buck Rogers speed 
I sleds Welcome to the world ot the 25th century! 


WITH 
AN INTRODUCTION 
BY RAY BRADBURY 



TARZAN 


ORIGINAL NOVELS % | 
COMPLETE IN | 
PAPERBACK ^ 





for thosi of you who have 
thrilled to the movie exploits of 
this famous jungle lord, a new 
treat is writing. At last you 
can buy authorized Edger Bice 
Burroughs edit one of the first 
tan original Tarzen novels if 
yoa enjoyed reading ahout or 
seeing tha movie versions of 
TARZAN AID THEGOLDEN 
LION, sterrim lames Pierceand 
the many other classic end re¬ 
cent Tarzan edventures, theo 
here is your chenee to own for¬ 
ever these exciting treasures 
in booh form A wonderful set 
for any homo library, you will 
without doubt find these fic¬ 
tional favontos to he even more 
exciting as novels then they 
were on the screen. 




MAIL CAPTAIN CO., 

TO: P D Sox 430 

Murray Hill Station 
New York, NY 10016 


ANT 2 
BOOKS 
$1.00 


ANT 3 ANT 4 
BOOKS BOOKS 
$1.SO $2.00 


ANTS PLEASE ADD 2 Of 
BOOKS PER BOOK FOR 
$2.SO POSTAGE & HANOUNG 












glowmn^wehtark 

SCALE MODEL KITS 




"GLOW” 

FttkttKthSLliN 



Create jrour own horroi Him characters. Authen¬ 
tic life lihe mode! hits made of Styi -r j plastic 
You paint them yourself with quich dry enamel 
ind watch them glow in the dark. 




"GLOW" 
imM 
of tt OPERA 


"GLOW" 

PRISONER 
















































CAPTAIN COMPANY 

PO lax 430 Murray Hill Station, New Yark, N Y 10016 

□ Enclosed is (1 00 plus 39c for handling K mailing 
tor 3 FU TRAPS AND SPECIAL GROWING MA 
TERIAl Rush" 

□ Enclosed is $1 75 plus 4Sc ha idling 4 mailing lor 
6 FLY TRAFS AND SPECIAL GROWING MATERIAL 


A BEAUTIFUL PLANT 1 The VENUS FLY 
TRAP is unusually beautiful 1 It bears 
lovely white flowers on 12" stems Its 
dark green leaves aie tipped wilh love 
ly pink tiaps—colorful and unusual 1 
EATS FLIES ANO INSECTS' Each pink 
tiap contains a bit of nectar It is 


EASY TO GROW Ihe VENJS FLY IRAf 
bulbs grow especially well in the home 
They Ihnve in glass conlamers and 
will develop tiaps in 3 lo A weeks 
Each otdei includes 3 FLY TRAPS plus 
SPECIAL GROWING MATERIAL packed m 
a plastic bag Only SI 00 


ti/Mfie DIRECT FROM 
IVlV/V IE HOLLYWOOD 
ti A ClfC EACH ONE COVERS 
#Vl/OI\0 THE ENTIRE HEAD 


THIS PLANT ACTUALLY CATS 
INSECTS AND BITS OF MEAT! 


VENUS 
FLYTRAP 


$1.00 THE WORLD’S MOST 
UNUSUAL HOUSE PLANT! 
































FOR THE FIRST TIME, 
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GIANT 

POSTER! 

HUGE 

3-1/2'X 2-1/2' 
POSTER OF 
JONATHAN 
FRID-YOUR 
FAVORITE 
"Dark 

CAPTAIN CO 1 

P.0. BOX 430 , 

MU BRAY HILL STATION , 

NEW YORK, KY. 1001S 1 

Pleo.c rush my SUPER-SPECIAL * 

BAiNABAS GIANT POSTERI 1 1 

close $1 00 plus 30c postcgs t • 

handling’ J 

—m. . * 

SHADOWS" 

VAMPIRE 

STAYS..... KtMC . 1 

Sirry. ns cars, E>ru(l»n tr Fsjclpi ir*«rs. . 


BAKKAISAS! 


EXCITING PAPERBACK NOVELS 
ABOUT THE FAMOUS VAMPIRE 
OF TV’S DARK SHADOWS!! 
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from H COVERS! 

Full Color 22 "x28" Posters of 
Original EC Horror Covers! 



I EC horror Foster* an snnt roll* ,, 
package . In a special protective 
mailing tu^a. Ord-ir both Fosters 


Supply on these Full-Colar EC horror 
Fostars is limited Order yours now. 
You’ll treasure ttnm as they are true 
comic cover classics! 


m%\ FIRST COLLECTION OF 
GREAT HORROR COMICS 

208 Page 10"xl4" Hord-Cover Book in Full Color! 
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PROFILE: JOSE M. BEA 



Self-portrait of artist Jos* 
M. i lea, whose solo chiller 
"The Picture of Death” ap¬ 
pears in this issue on p, 64. 


Like many mother seri¬ 
ous comic book artist, Be:, 
has some strong feelings 
about his profession. “I 
don’t care for the profes¬ 
sion its who dish out comic 
irt s if it’s sludge for th* 
infantile and nothing 
more.” He b.;li*ves th it 
comics should be trans¬ 
formed into an artwork ail 
their own, ”A food comic 
artist has a much greater 
chance of affacting the pub¬ 
lic than a painter whose 
work ends up hanging on 
the walls of his own house.” 

Bea is 29 and ir irried. 
Hi hopes to someday mak« 
his own high quality psy 
chological horror film. “I 


Cinema buff Jose M Bea 
has bean drawing for 
CREEPY, Eane and Vampi- 
rella since Vampirella #13. 
His work on "The Silver 
Thief end The Fharoah's 
Daughter” in that issua 
won wide acclelm, (See the 
tetters pages of Vampirella 
#15—ed.) 


love tlie film as it's an art ” 
Artists whose work Bea 
admires includa Alex Toth, 
Smith Garrison and Dmo 
Battaglia. "Comic art is 
comparable to tha most 
noble artistic movements In 
history ’* 


The wet earth trembles 
under the grey and cloudy sky 
The earth is muddy and cold 
A woman waits within her cof 
fin, afraid of the darkness The 
terrible loneliness of death 
makes her yearn for the light 
the golden sun above the 
earth The woman lays there 
unable to know the breeze of 
a summer day She dreams of 
her past and a life forgotten, 
wondering of those who mourn 
her passing Are they above 
the earth now, kneeling on the 
grave* She cries out but there 
is no one to hear No one ever 
hears her The sadness within 
can hardly be endured But 
she will have to wait, like the 
others, until it is time to rise 
from the lonely earth ■ 


Besides "The Picture of 
Death” In this issue, Bea’s 
work Is also seen in the cur 
rent issue of Eerie, *39. He 
Illustrates "Head Shop ” 


I told them that I would not 
be able to accompany them 
"The earth is my home, ’ I 
said There was silence for 
what seemed like a long time 
I stared at the three men in 
their metallic uniforms Finally, 
one of them broke the silence, 
thanking me for my assistance 



Join CREEPY's Fan Club! 
See p. 5. Besides getting 
a treasure trove of goodies 
for joining up, you be¬ 
come eligible to send in 
your art & stories for pos¬ 
sible publication on the 
CREEPY FAN CLUB pages! 


Don't ask me how I first got 
the idea because 1 don't know 
It took me a month to do it 
and another two months lust 
to keep it alive It was then and 
only then that I asked Herbie 


In repairing their vessel 1 gave 
them a farewell salute and 
watched, sadness in my heart 
as they climbed on board their 
ship Their final words came 
back to me. "Forget us now 
for we are no more than mem 
ones " Sometime tomorrow I 
will think of them and their 
giant silver starship come 
from some small alien planet 
that exists In yesterday. ■ 


Walters to my lab 
"What is it* he askad, step 
ping into the lab 

"A hybrid,” I answered 
"Part banana and part Venus 
flytrap I’va been working at It 
about three months now " 
"What does it eat’” Herbie 
asked, walking closer 
’’Meat It s part Venus fly 
tray, remember" 

"Lamb* T bone steak*" 
"No,' I answered calmy 
"Human meat ” 

Herbie looked at me as if I 
was foking "That s a lousy 
|oke," he said 

*’No ioke. Herb Haven't you 
ever wondered what happened 
to Bob A Shiela* They were 
food for my little pet here I 
invited them over to see my 


Witherson smifed. His work 
was completed For months 
he had worked on the viewer 
the machine which would en 
able him to see into either the 
future or the past, whichever 
he pleased He had first read 
of such a device in an old pulp 
magazine The idea intrigued 
him He gathered as many 
books on time travel as he 
could drawing on all of his 
scientific knowledge As the 
weeks passed, he worked 
alone, feverishly, unaware of 
the outside world But now his 
work was over The viewer was 
an incredible scientific achieve 
ment By twisting a few knobs 
in the rear ot the machine he 
saw shadows and then the 
clear outline of humanoid 
forms They were speaking in 
a language he decided was 
German Their manner was 
calm and this allowed Wither 
son time to translate what they 
were saying—something about 
the missing link The date of 
his telecast was around the 
seventy fifth century, some 
fifty thousand years into the 
future He turned off the ma 
chine and sat in thought Why 
would men of the seventy fifth 
century talk of the missing 
link* Had a new missing link 
been discovered* What if he 
himself was the missing link 
of the seventy fifth century’ 
There was a stupendous for 
tune to be made by travelling 
to the future What if he of 
fered himself for study as a 
missing link? He decided to do 


Why do you think I asked you 
here, Herbie* 1 He was lust 
starting to sweat I reached for 
a poker and knocked him 
against the wall 
It was several hours later 
and I was alone with my crea 
tion As I dropped water on the 
leaves, I heard the plant speak, 
as if with three voices the 
voices, of those I had killed 
As I started to back off, I real 
ized its teeth had part of my 
coat "We’ll keep you com 
pany," the voices said as I saw 
blood dribble from my cont ■ 


A few more months work 
and he was finished—ready to 
travel to the seventy fifth cen 
tury and offer himself to a 
game populace as a missing 
link The machine hummed 
with a life of its own and 
Witherson went blank 

He awakened in a marshy 
area "Hello?" he called, pic 
turing the discovery But he 
never finished speaking A 
sharp pam below his ribs 
ended his life Apes stood 
around him, speaking in Ger 
man "Hmmm . ,” one said 

"a new species of white 
ape” ■ 









OUT OF THE SEA 

By Kerin Schaffer, Madiion, Wu. 


nous reflection on the half 
man, half beast as he climbed 
from the rasing waters of the 
beach onto land, not unlike 
some ancient reptile captured 
in the freeze frame of its evo 
lution The waves lapped at his 
legs in a kind of contempt for 
this savage spawned by the 

His muscular frame sil 
houetted bythecnmson moon 
the creature stood silent, deep 
in thought He had thick, back 
breaking arms and hands net 
ted with veins like wire His 
face seemed etched from rock 
The handsome profile was 
fringed with long flowing 
blonde hair which whipped 
about in the wird as if it was a 
thing alive He seemed the 
figure of a barbarian but there 
was more about him, some 
thing ethereal which put him 
in a class by himself, a cut 
above others of his ilk There 
was the uncertain depth of 

Like the clean cold blue of his 
homeland, Adamia where only 
the fittest could survive 

His childhood was but a 
vague memory and of no im 
portancc What was important 
now was the rage that flooded 
his veins The rage of betrayal 1 
He remembered how lies told 
about him had caused suspi 
cion and mutiny among his 
followers 'Kane of Menas, 
The Black Dog " he thought to 
himself, spitting out the words 
as if they were mud caught on 

"Curse the gods that I was 
the lender of such a band of 
fools that they believed the lie 
that I was a spyl' he shouted 
He had been the leader of the 
Red Dragons, the most feared 
and courageous pirates of the 
sea Now he was alone and 
without followers washed 
ashore alive by an unknowing 


sea Closing his eyes hard, he 
vowed vengeance on the Black 
Dog, Kane of Merias A low 
growl grew in his throat and 
he screamed in the night 
It was his sword which had 
saved him, kept him alive 
while he floated adnft in the 
endless sea almost without 
hope except for the rage The 
sword s keen edge had pro 
vided sustenance by easily 
slaying the reptiles just be 
neath the water It was the 
magic sword of Talion made 
by the Trolls of Dorn in their 
subterranean lair 
He was Tailion then Talion 
of the Ebon Sword And he was 
alone now, alone except for the 
whispering sword of Ebon It 
was strapped to his back by 
sea vines, |ct black In color 
and blood red in the moon 
light Someday he knew that 
his enemies would suffer its 
blade The Trolls had cast it 
for some cosmic God. That 
was the legend Talion found 
it by accident while hunting in 
Adamia He remembered that 
first day with the sword It had 
saved him from a cave bear 
come to feast on the unlucky 
Since that day, Talion had 
carved a notch in the history 
of battle with the gleaming 
Sword of Ebon Dnce he had 
been but a lowly mercenary 
but Talion with Sword soon be 
came the leader of the fearless 
Red Dragons, the roving pi 
rates of the sea Until the com 
mg of Kane of Merias who 
forced Talion out by spreading 
lies about him, lies which fest 
ered in the minds of his fol 
lowers, lies which caused the 
undoing of Talion so that the 
evil Kane assumed the helm of 
leadership Yes Kane of 
Merias, called the Black Dog 
because his face was dark and 
mangy with beard, would pay 
dearly for the betrayal of 
Talion Dearly indeed ■ 


From Chester, Pa and CREEPY 
reader Barry Aydelotte 
comes . 



It was almost midnight In 
another ‘ew minutes, it would 
be Christmas It was the sea 
son my wife's relatives always 
visited and I didn't want any 
part of it I just couldn t bear 
spending another holiday list 
ening to her boring uncle re 
late his war experiences 
Hurriedly, I grabbed my hat 
and coat at the first sign they 
had arrived for another season 
of lectures I went out back to 
my car and hopped in, hopeful 
of spending a quiet drive away 
from company and endless 
conversations However, my 
car refused to start I felt like 
some sort of mad man I ran 
to a nearby car and forced 
open the door It was brand 
new and I wondered whose it 
was I had always wanted one 
just like it The motor purred 
as I started the car, gently 
pressing the accelerator The 
keys had been left there As I 
drove the car through the 
driveway, I saw my wife Dorra 
come running out the back 
door, waving, her Uncle Lucas 
behind her I knew she thought 
I was being immensely rude 
leaving her alone just before 
Christmas but 1 just couldn't 
stand her relatives There were 
so many of them 1 could al 
most see Uncle Lucas frothing 
at the mouth, dying to tell me 
of how he was drafted back in 
1919 The scene faded as 1 
took that first hill just past our 
house Out of the corner of my 
eye, I saw a gaily colored note 
on the passenger’s seat and 
scooped it up I pressed my 
foot on the brake, intending to 
park on a shoulder of the road 
to read the note 

Resting the note on the 
wheel and trying to negotiate 
the shoulder, I read ’ Darling 
Tom, Merry Christmas 1 I hope 
you like the car as I ve been 
saving up for it for a long time 
I disconnected some wires so 
no one could steal it as we 
don't have a garage yet> Love 
you very much my darling 
Try not to be too hostile to the 
folks, honey as they love you 
too Your loving wife, Dorra " 
Suddenly, I felt the car 
shudder as it jumped the 
shoulder of the road It was 
skidding and there was noth 
mg I could do to stop it I 
thought of Dorra and realized 
why she had waved so fran 
tically when I pulled out of the 
driveway A sinking feeling hit 
my stomach as I tried shoving 
my weight against the door I 
couldn t budge it because my 
jacket was caught Dear Uncle 
Lucas. I thought, if only I was 
home now listening to your 
endless war stories instead of 
being imprisoned in this car, 
hurtling off the road, into the 
cement bridge and the icy lake 
beyond id. 


STARE 

By Jerry Bradman 
Miami Beach, Fla. 


Jason stared intently at the 
cylinder It was propped up 
against a corner of the small 
wooden shack The cylinder 
was small, no larger than a 
waste basket It had a bluish 
red tinge to it and felt clammy 
to the touch Tired of worry 
mg about the cylinder, he 
walked outside to get some 

The sun beat on his fore 
head as he stared at the va 
cant beyond Nauseous, he 
shielded his eyes 

"Damned planet ' he mut 
tered, kicking his foot against 
the ground He turned and 
went back inside The cylinder 
stood waiting "Well,' Jason 
said addressing it, "before I 
go crazy or something, I’d bet 
ter talk to you ’ He waited for 
an answer but the cylinder 
remained silent My name is 
Jason T Lentem and I’m from 
the planet Earth I came to this 
planet two years ago " Silence 
"Why 7 Because of the popula 
tion problem I’m sure you ve 
heard about the Earth’s ex 
traordmary population difficul 
ties It's been building up since 
1972 There were too many of 
US We suffered from all the 
symptoms of an exploding so 
ciety—overcrowding, hunger, 
poverty, war There was only 

Jason stopped and nodded 
"Stop being so inquisitive, he 
said "I'm coming to that 
Every month a group of us 
were chosen and given rockets 
They were allowed to go where 
ever the hell they wanted to 
What's that 7 Oh everyone 
knew how to pilot a rocket" 
I was stupid enough to pick 
this God forsaken planet And 
now I can't get off because my 
rocket’s broken down The at 
mosphere here eroded it I ve 
survived only because of my 
garden " Jason said talking to 
the cylinder 'Then one day. 
you landed smack dab in the 
middle of the garden just when 
1 thought I was going to crack 
because of the loneliness ' He 
stopped aware suddenly that 
the cylinder was swaying back 
and forth as if alive It fell to 
the floor and the cap came off 
A bail of yellow stringy hair 
and long thin arms reached 
out 'rom the opening Jason 
shuddered as a rubbery hand 
grasped his leg ■ 


THE BIG CREEP 
WANTS YOUR 
ART & STORIES! 


Address all mail to 
CREEPY FAN CLUE 
c/o Warran Publishing Co 
145 East 32nd Street 
New York, NY 10016 
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ZN //SO, THE UTTLE TOWN OF LAIRG. IN 
THE COUNTRY OF SCOTLANP, WAS THE 
MA/N COMMERCIAL CENTER /N THE REGION 
ON THE 2* TH ANP 2S™OF EACH 
MONTN, LAIRG WAS HOST TO VAR/OOS 
TRADERS , VAGABONDS ANP ARTISTS 
WHO CAME TV CELEBRATE WE CITY'S 
FEAST PAYS 


AnP IT WAS OH ONE OF THESE PAYS THAT HERBERT 
WILSON, A YOUNG FAINTER, TURNED UP IN 
LA/RG HE WAS ON HIS WAY BACK TO LONPON, 
AFTER HAYING SPENT SEVERAL MONTHS 
RESTING LN A FR/ENPS CASTLE NEAR THURSO.., 


ART AND STORY BY JOSE M BE A 





























AfT£R' HAVMS TR/£P ALMOST £V£RY /NN W 
la/rs without success, HSRBERT O/SCOVCRee 

A NOTICE TOR ROOMS TO CRT /// A 
SMALL AM? CUN GY EAR... 
















































































































































...UNTIL SHE 1 HAS A HORRIBLE 
GELATINOUS MASS HERBERT 
COULDN'T STAMP THE SIGHT OF 
HER AHP 7. HEP TO RUN 
DESPERATELY... 













//£ RAN THROUGH LONG ROWS OF 
EXTRANATURM BEINGS WHO. SLOWLY. 
AS IF /N EXOPUS, HEAPEP TOWARPS 
THE t/M/T 


you WANTEP 
TO KILL US'REMEM 
BER' BUT NEVER Ml HP 
NOW VOU WILL 
UNDERSTANP THAT 
you'RE ALREADY 
ONE OF US' A 


/ RUM t RUM ' 
KEEP RUNNING / 
YOU'LL BE THE 
FIRST TO 
ARRIVE ' , 

V HA.! Ha! HA 
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FAMOUS MONSTERS it ytur mwMUnt? iMitifne yur (mi H- 
eiuia yn Uni tti* lilt eapy Mil tut? li triinli kMR cIlwHlg 
you tKUH tkay can't (it ttiair awn cipin la ttiilr mlihkarlwibf 
rm cm Hit >i Mb M thii wicktb •: - jil r :n withint ilifmci at 
RlMbihH Jait fill lat Dll MURM Hliw aab iinb It ta u> TORY! 
Tha Rnklam *111 la takai can at, aab wa'll tbiak yea fraau . Iia 


8 Coupee 1 


Crm <4 # ft / 

From the author of "Stake in the Game,” the 21- 
page vampire epic from Eerie *3*, the tale of a 
vampire frustrated by the si?n of the Cross and a 
woman! 



74 pages of Terror! Art iy the treats 
like Luis Garcia! Chillers called "Night 
Watch'' an,, “On the 3th Day af Satan.” 
Writers like Kevin ?apn and Lynn Man in' 



ON SALE APRIL 25th 
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CREEPY BUCK ISSUE DEPI 

P 0. Box 430 

Mumy Hill Ststion 

New Yurt H Y 10016 I 


□ # 2 (12 00) □ #12 ($2 

□ # a »2 oo) □ #ia <S 2 oa 

□ # 4 (12 00) □ #14 ffl 

□ # 5(12 00! □ #14(11 25 

□ # #(12 00) □ #11(512 

□ # 7(12.01)) Q #17(11 

□ # 4(12 00) □ #14(1125 

□ # 1(12 00) 0 #15(112 
Q #10(12 00) □ #20(11 


□ #32 (11 00) 
Cl #33(1100) 
U #34(11 00) 
O #35(11 00) 
n #31 (114)0) 

□ #37 (156) 

□ #31(4S«) 

□ #33(lSe) 

□ #40 (156) 


□ #42(«5C) 

□ #43(156) 

□ #44(151) 

O #45(150 

n 1361 YE4110QK (12 00) 

□ 1965 YE4H400K (12 00) 

C 1570 YUMOOft (12 00) ADDRESS 
o 1071 ANNUM. (11 25) 

! 1572 ANNUM. (1100) CITY. 


BE SURE TO SEND FOR,THESE BACK ISSUES OF UMl£ CREEPY'S 
PULSATIMG pA riCAGP OP TERROR TA1 ES ' RIJT HU&RY UP / 
THEY'RE GOING UK & &LOO0 AT A VAMPIRE CONVENTION// 
# " * *P*NT"wfl"T! MAIL THIS COUPON*TODAY!!! 
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